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I can't stand the’ sgea of young Americans dying in Iraq, 
and therefore propose a Special force be raised of 70 year 
Olds and up. 

Many in this age group are veterans and recall much 
of the drill, though the army, Of course, insists that 
it has become very technological in weapon systems and the 
like. 

So? We'll squint through the manuals on the way there. 
(Actually, a few of usS, as their families can testify, know 
everything already.) ; 

Oh I’m hearing objections as to walkers and wheelchairs 
getting grit in the works, and stuck in the sand, the need 
for greater prescription support, tricky adjustment of 
prosthetics. It goes on and on, but a few squirts of WD40 


will fix the majority of these cases. 


Also, those Still afoot Might keel over attacking in the 


heat. We'll need greater numbers, 


If an elderly draft must 
be instituted, So be it. 


We have discipline, and will follow the Orders we 


actually hear. Morning sorties? We get up quite early. 


I almost forgot: It's quite the thing to scream when 
attacking. We'll complain--which, in its Swelling aggregate, 
will prove just as Psychologically destabilizing to a baffled 


enemy. 


Now, some of us wander. They'll unfortunately become 


Casualties, but not realize at 


Where can you..sign up? Could you please speak louder? 


Frank B. Ford, 70, writes in Cocoa Beach 


OO00000o00000 


—— 


Frank B. ded aes: 
7L1 South Franklin Street 


West Chester, Pennsylvania 
i i 19380 


4 
4 


A GODDAMM HERO 


‘The Baby had spooned oatmeal into her eye knocking the 
bowl to the floor. Linda's exasperated Ohhhhh as she swabbed 
seemed to put the blame on him. Last night's argument was 
there in every word and stare at breakfast. 

The children were not animated but moping. Perhaps they 
had heard tif@ee tight whispers in the dark. The sun rang 
through the: window behind them and their darkened bright-rimmed 
heads held black eyes that peered at him like a jury. 

Max had to leave. This time he had an excuse for he 
promised an old friend he'd help te coach some kids. But he 
could never stay there long, amid the contesting babies, 
soaking diapers with their choking ammonia smell...the perpetual 


chug of the washing machine. 
The children stared at the glossy table and Linda turned 


Re 


her head @way at his goodbye, on her knees, sopping up the 
oatmeal with a spare diaper. The baby appeared to be perched 
aus her head, laughing and drooling and waving her spoon-- 
bits of oatmeal flying off of it. As the washer heaved into 
another cycle Richard came to his usual self and walloped 
Celia. Her screams in time to the chugging washer was what 
Max heard as he slammed the door. 

At the high school Soach Pop Garvey thanked him for coming 
to the basketball clinic and Ziggy, the locker room attendant, 
gave him a flannel sweat suit, stenciled CENTRAL HS ATH ASSO. 

He dressed deliberately, as he always did. When he pulled 
down the sweatshirt the locker room smell thrust up his nostrils, 
that heavy compound of aichehek, steam and sweat. _ 
Sitting there on the hard bench Max pondered last night's argument, 
He shut his eyes to stop the ugliness. The persistent smell 
brought back his locker room of seventeen years ago. The lockers 
were wooden and the benches weren't bolted to the floor but 
rickety and sliding and the floor wasn't concrete but wood that 
snagged your socks. . 

He concentrated on his feet, shaking out a quarter of a can 
of foot powder and rubbing them vigorously, feet that pounded 
dozens of pairs of socks to shreds each season. 

"Gonna take those New Yorkers over this afternoon?" Ziggy 
jabbered while doing some vague job of sorting laundry in a large 
cage. ; 

Max ran a finger over a razory callus. A match could be 
struck on the bottom of his foot but the base of each hammered 


toe still had watery blisters, even after ten years of professional 
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basketball. Ziggy was uged to being ignored or forgotten and he 
waited patiently, his face and simple grin grotesquely broken 
by the latticework of his cage. Max looked up at ine "Oheee 
ah... maybe win by a basket." 

"Got a TV, gonna watch3" 

"Won't see much of me." The expression on the broken 
face didn't respond to this information and Ziggy toiled on, 
whistling in a flat and hissing way. Max shifted in the scratchy 
flannels, so ufllike the smooth-lined s#iks he wore for pay. 

Pop Garvey passed by him, a fat red man whose false teeth 
were moving a little behind his words like a movie where the 
actor's lips don't synch with the sound. "Looks like the best 
clinic ever. Got ayPr mise too from Sweets Jonnings¥)cal uy te 
him at his hotel. How's it going Max?" Garvey's sweatshirt 
was stretched over his pot belly, the letters across the chest 
pinched and narrowed at the top. Max said everything was OK. 

Pop went into his office but Max, who had stood up at "Jennings", 
followed him. 

"A favor?" Max addressed the round man in the cubicle 

jammed with gold-plated trophies and glossy photos. 

"Of course Max, anything." The red, bulgy hand engulfed 
a corncob pipe. 

"No Jennings? I, I don't want to see that guy." Pop 
lit the blackened corncob and puffed out the words, obscuring 
his beefy face. 

"Not like you." He stared at Maxvover the puddle of 
fire in his pipe,aand smiled. "My God! How you going to 
play that boy?" 

Ce Sey damm way I cant" They both laughed, pugple-cresents 


he 


flickering in Garvey's ample nose and his big teeth rumbling. 

"But do me a favor and dontt call him. You and I can 
teach these kids OK." 

WOK OK, I don't think he'd be much of a coach but every 
kid in the country is imitatiéng his style and he's an awfully 
good..." Max noted an old basketball figure atop a greenish-gold 
trophy. It had lost a leg and was propped up by a popsickle 
stick. He hadn't heard most of Pop's words but understood as 
the fat coach ended:y",.swithout him. Sure, sure Max." 
Garvey narrowed his eyes at Max, like the kids had at breakfast. 

Max watched his hands. "Thanks. I'm...sorry. This 
fusse.eleee" 

"Let the words out Max. Don't ration them." Garvey 
bunched forward. The coil spring on his chair moaned and his 
pipe popped twice and sparked to light his nose in all it's 
absurd redness. +ry ey. ¢n loosen uy 

Max shook his hands, ue think I*#11 go upstairs and bounce 
a ball around," he said. 

Pop leaned back and put the pipe down on the desk. As 
Max's bounding shook the stairs above he whispered "I'll be 
dammed ," and thoughtfully scratched his nose as a hole 
round as a dime burned into the blotter. 

The resounding of the bouncing ball swelled the empty gym. 
Its slap slap echoed and reechoed, off the smudged once-white 
backboards with the orange hoops and Sern: shaking aval, over 


the sagging bleachers, far up to and around the dusty girders. 
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These waving sounds went through him too until he floated up 
near the side of the court and flicked his wrist. The ball spun 
high and sung through the chords. It hit the dusty floor and 
bounced almost halfway up to the hoop, shaking the gym with 
ever decreasing bounces until it skipped off under the bleachers. 
Max could still feel its pebbly grain on his fingers. Though 
the same ball he used in the pro game it felt different in this 
empty kid's shat? better. He rocked and stretched, flailing his 


arms around and liked the coarse rub of the flannel. 


SS RS NY pee Cree em 
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the debehews cheers he brought héme to a spinning bed. 


And those kid dreams against the brutal reality of professional 
basketball Max thought as he dropped down onto a springy bleacher 
board. The brutal pro game. The busses and planes and trains 
and cells of hotel rooms, the same same food in the same same 
cities in the inhuman schedule. The pounding pounding professional 
game, which shook his body to tatters, ground his socks to 
shreds. 

A knocking of pipes and some vagrant hisses-- Pop must 
have upped the thermostat. Some unremembered someone, a 
fan had said "You get payed for playing a kids&* game, what a 
racket! What a ...” 

"Cut that racket!" The girlish laughter expired with a 
few giggles. "I want to work with twelve year olds first, 
explain basic stuff," Pop shouted from somewhere, "OK with you... 
OK with you?" , 

The weary Max answered it was OK with him. 


Two hours later the locker room bubbled with the tenorish 
voices. Max, in his own pocket in the hubbub gently pulled 
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Max fooled with the ball, throwing it to a spot on the floor 
well in front of him with such a twist that it spun back to his 
hands. 3 
ieave, the lecturer turned around in flashing annoyance. 

lnenina nin[fiis scattered charges stared dunbly] Max glared 
back and continued to bounce the ball. 

| "Harry, hier seen; can't you get this basketball hero to..." 
Max cut short his whine by throwing the ball with all his might 
against the glass backboard. The engineer recoiled and spun 
like he had been shot through the chest, snatching off some hair 
with his earphones. “Ho!" someonerelse shouted as the backboard 
jumped up and down, twanging the guy wires which stretched far 
up to the top of the arena. The ball still bounced around the 
court as Max kicked at a cable and stalked off. 


Max sat in the coachts office because he didn't want to take 
any pre-game ribbing. He could watch his teammates drift in 
through a window in the door. The older players like himself 
always came early and relaxed a while before putting on their 
uniforms. They talked about kids and schools and business 
interests but seldom about basketball or any other sport. The 
younger players always shop a few tinutes before they were due 
on the court and talked{when they weren't livening things up 
with horseplay. 

He felt wery tired, now, as the younger playersqwere arriving, 
watching their anticls and kidding but hearing nothing. With 
every game now it was hell to get keyed up with anywhere near the 


enthusiasm these kids had. Today he felt almost too exhausted 
to walk. It became a little harder every year he was in the league, 


Ta FESS, 
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he reflected, turning in Coach Popkin's swivel chair away from 
the window and towards the hard concrete wall. 

The babble burst through from the locker room and Jack Popkin's 
hand was on his shoulder. "How do you feel?" he asked, "Probably 
use you the last quarter or so.” . 

"Where's old Maxie?" a Siar blend #46 shouted. Max froze 
a thin smile as he waved at the youngster winking at him through 
the open door. "Do they know?" he whispered to Popkin. 

"No, nodbody." | 

“Good.” 

“What did Linda say?" 

"Blew her top. Said I should hold on another year. Bills, 
Mirtages, and all that stuff." 

"You're welcome to stay one more year. You know that. Or, 
or at least till the end of the season. Quitting now is your 
idea, you know, not mine or the owner or anybody else." 

"Yeah I know. It's time though. I...just felt it's time." 

"Well you're one of the good ones Max, one of the real pros." 

"Yeah, seven points a game Max Drees, hero to every kid on 
the block." 

"No, no I mean it. You and I know better. You're one of, 

one of the good ones Max, a pro. The stupid newspaper 
boys don't know and neither do the fans aie, but the players 
know ite-- that's all you should care about." 

"It is I guess." He appreciated what Popkin said. Jack 
Popkin--so thinand neat and asceptic. So often unemotional. 

Popkin nodded towards the blond youngster outside in the locker 


room. “Itd like to use you this whole game, Maxie, but that 
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green kid just hasito get more experience." Popkin shook his head. 

"Don't worry, he'll work out," -Max counseled, 2 “2S ho } :. 

mWe'll be hurting till he does." a ah £orny . 

"You'd be hurting more with me in there." Max stared at his 
dangling hands. 

"Not ba: buddy, not sol" 

Max's: sitilétaagain in a frozen way. "But just enough so, 
Coach," he whispered, "gust enough so." 

For the first time in their convergation Max met Popkin's 
calm eyes but they were both distracted by a rucus outside. 

"The nervous blérd youngster.ad his arms wrapped around 
Ladder Cosky, who looked tall, even, as now, when he was sitting 
down. 

"T'11 cover Sweet Jenkins like this tonight. He won't be 
able to buy a basket." 

“How many'll you buy?" Popkin shouted gruffly out. 

The kid's smile was half erased but hesstill managed to 
swagger "Twenty'll do. I'm just breaking in, just a baby." 

Popkin left Max and went out among them. "If you score 
twenty points against this Jenkins I'll buy you @ steak for 
each one of em." Popkin was unusually gruff and annoyed but 
still tried.to carry it off as a joke. 

"Well you get ready to buy the first three tonight Coach. 

I eat like a bear." 

The kid let go of Cosky and everyone laughed, the hulking 
center loudest. “Looks like we got nothing to worry about, he 
eat peek: "Guess I should start spending my playoff money." 


There was an edge to this kidding. As far as the rest of 
them were concerned the kid had not proved anything yet, had not 
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made the team. The older players tried to hold off the inevitable 
day whew he would. Their whole attitude was a compound of affection 
and jealously, for in basketballaas everywhere,those with experience 
would give anything for youth, the young wewbd trade their souls 
for experience. Max had to step down for a kid like this, but 


he wasn't going to be one of the unwanted, trying to deny time, 


CUM. 
holding on for another, and yet*another Jiao. 


_ A buzzer sounded and theypounded upstairs to the court, 
Max trailingsa minute after. He took his practi¢e shots with 
the rest of the team, feeling more tired and tense than ever. 
After the warmup period he stared at the scuffed glimmering 
floor as Popkin issued a chin, terse manifesto to the starters. 
This was the second year he wasn't in the starting five. 

In the center of the golden:court the referree threw the ball 
up the arena roared and the game began. 

Max studied the game in a vacuum, oblivious 6f the crowd 
of excitement, peering and analytical, noting if any of the 
New Yorkers plays had been varied; which players had new tricks 
and moves, what fouls the refs called and didn't enti, saw and 
did not see. | 

Most of the fans had come to see Sweets Jennings and he 
didn't disappoint them. He was a flashing animal with a lithe 
aliveness that made him appear to exist on a more vital plane, 
gl@ide rather than wade, not breathe but vibrate. 

On the golden retangle below the thousands of spectators 
one man showed the special nobility that great atheletes Have. 


He played beautifully, gracefully, the slightest degree better 
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when the crowd approved. Max stored away this responsiveness 
to the crowd, wondering how Jennings'd go if the crowd went down 
on him. But more important, he sensed sometimes defensive 
weakness in Jennings! playAnd puzzled over what it might be 
through two fast quarters. Whatever it was, it didn't show 
in the figures at halftime: Jennings had scored twenty-four 
points; the fresh youngster who had been assigned to stop him 
had four. The New York team lead 66-50. 

In the locker room Max couldn't listen to the short dry 
Speech of Caach Popkin and though he looked at the rough diagram 
Popkin lined out on the smeary blackboard, he couldn't foxeus 
it in his head. What was Jennings doing wrong on defense? It 
was something, but what? 

The buzzer sounded for the players to return to the court. 
The Californian was getting a drink at the watercooler and 
Max jostled him accidently. “Guess I don't look like all-star 
material out there today," the kid said, the hard set lines of an 
old man in his face. 

"Don't worry, youtre doing as good a job as anybody else 
in the league," Max laughed, punching him on the shoulder. The 
Californian tagged after Max with the expression of an unwanted 
kid. 

The second half began and. again Max watched only Jennings. 
Near the end of the third quarter Max thought he had diagnosed 
Jennings' flaw--and it was an awfully small one. He was simply 
too cute at times. He wanted to play too much with the man he 
was “guarding and when an opponent wes sip for a shot Jennings 


faked with his head and shoulders excessively, trying to get the man 
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to take the shot he wanted when he wanted. Max felt Sweets 
expected his opponent to play this game with him but that if you 
shot fast, the flashy New Yorker might not quite get his arms.up 
in time and the ball would have a chance for the hoop. 

The young Californian played Jennings game--even trying to out- 
cute him. As a result four shots were blocked and the others” 
were shot too late for any accuracy. 

It wasn't a serious lapse and Jennings would learn before 
long, but for this game it might pay off. Fundamentals, .Max thought, 
even Pop Garvey drilled his high school kids to keep their arms 
up when the opposing player had a chance to shoot. 

Early in the last quarter the Californian fouldd Jennings 
for the sixth time and had to leave the game. Max began to 
pull off his sweatpants just before it was announced. The team 
trailed 81 to 70 despite four straight baskets by Kelly, now 
Max's running mate, as he began his battle with Jennings. 

Max held the ball at the sidelines and then threw it to 
Kelly, staring all the while at Jennings who was waiting for him 
downcourt. Max held up four fingers, a play in which he would 
drive towards the basket and either shoot or pass back to Kelly, 
who dessa fire his famous long one-hander. Cosky was blocking 
the agressive Jennings and Max had a clear oppertunity to shoot 
but chose to dribble to one side to get at Jennings. 

Max rose high off the court, faking every which way in 
hid®ous characgture of Sweets Jennings. His face an inch from 
Max's, Jennings smiled because he knew he had the shot stopped. 
A.quick: look: confirmed: that Jenningts body blocked the vision of 
the réferee ahd Max tossed the ball straight back to Kelly, 
knifing his knees up into Jenning's belly. Jennings folded 


and grasted-to-the=fkeer. () ) 2) down - 
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Kelly's shot rooled off the rim to Max who lofted it up for an 
easy basket. Jennings got up slowly, a look of pained surprise 
at Max. Along the sidelines the New York coach ran up and down, 
in sweaty hysteria. "Didn't you see what he did to my Boy?" 

The New Yorkers called time and Max watched intently as their 
coach*s fist: traveled! back and forth in the middle of his 
circling players. 

The youngster smiled at Max as the action resumed and easily 
got by him on the next play only to miss an easy shot-- something 
the best do more than once in a frantic game. Jenningst flung 
his arms down towards the floor as he ran back on defense. “1. 
"Losing your edge college boy?2" Max taunted while fielding the 
pass from Ladder Comky. 

Max played Jennings the only way he could. He scuffed at 
the kid's legs and feet under the basket and pushed and tugged 
whenever he thought the refs couldn't see. Once he even hooked 
a thumb around Jennings waistband. "I‘t1ll leave it open for you, 
too," Max teased, "I'll even let you shoot. You don't need any 
covering." Max kicked and gouged and elbowed Jennings at every 
turn but Jennings would not respond in kind. The rest of the 
New York team had no such scruples and the fouling in the whole 
game increased to such a point that the referees had to warn both 
coaches. Max continued to play the grotesque faking game with 
Jennings but would seldom try to shoot, usually floating the bal} 
over Jennings’ hands to Cosky's paws under the basket or tossing 
it back to the unseen Kelly. 

Jennings was much too good to be stopped “by Max's tactics 


but his scoring fell off considerably, Meanwhile, Kelly again 
got hot and connected on three of four long push shots. Cosky 


15. 
slapped in the one he missed to bring them within five points 
of New York, 88 to 83. 

On the next play Max captured the fancy of the crowd, A 
few seconds after grabbing the ball away from Jennings, he tricked 
the kid into a flagrant chop under the nounda: audible all around 
the arena and through countless TV sets. Max had gone up for 
an underhand shot just under and to the left of the basket and 
held the ball a long long time while faking with his head and 
shoulders and trying to get Sweets to foul him. He let go of the 
ball as soon as Jennings slashed at his wrists. It didn't have 
a chance for the basket as both of them tumbled into the bleachers, 
butiit spun mirachlously round and round the hoop and in, to 
the glee of the fans..Max made the foul shot and it was 88-86. 
There were some boos for the heroic Jennings, blending in with 
the lingering whistles and thumping for Max's wonderful shot. 

Old Foghorn, a fan so infamous he had once even been 
invited to a team banguet, now starting making remarks about 
Jenning's mother. Like Max he played for keeps. 

Time was called by New York and Max slid down to the floor, 
draining a paper cup. Someone threw a towel over his head. 

Now more like a coach than the stockbroker he usually resembled, 
Popkin was buy eyed and fairly dancing. "If you keep holding 
that kid this wis: we'll take: this game." 

Max couldn't breathe. "Get me out...enough. I had enough." 

"No, No, you finish this one if you do it on your back." 

Max groaned as the Lumbering Cosky pulled him up. 

The New York coach lodged another protest with the referrees. 


"JT want him thrown out of the league,” he screeched, sweat 
rolling down his bulging face. 


16. 


Allie Gizwitz, the New York captain, met Max at the 
sideline. “Lay off our boy or we'll get you" he whispered, 
smiling broadly. Max pushed him and the tubby officials 709 
rolled between them. 

Max was pinchered by three bodies at the next rebound and 
felt a rib crack as he smashed down onto the floor. There was 
frothy blood in his mouth. Max kept up his attack on Jennings 
who had scored just five points for the quarter. Though nearly 
unconscious he drove towards Jennings whenever he got hold of 
the ball, most often to pass off. "Why don't you shoot old man?* 
Sweets Jennings repeatedly piped. It was enough to Max that he 
had the great Jennings off his feed. He was setting him up for 
the time when the shot counted most. 

They had finally suceeded in tying: the score and then the 
lead repeatedly changed hands. The fans were in bedlam and the 
New York coach was up and down the sidelines like he was on 
tracks. Old Foghorn had been removed after luring some of the 
New York players into the stands with the offer to fight. Police 
and fans and two or three players milled around in this violent 
pocket. Max glanced idly up at it and eaught a fist on his ear. 

Now, again, the score was knotted, 109-109. The clock was 
stopped with thirty-one seconds left. Popkin told Max to call 
the final play but cautioned everyone to hold on to the ball as 
close to the allowed twenty-four seconds as possible. Kelly and 
Max took the ball cpeiuet, the New York team all over them. 
eas, to nobody's surprise, again called*the play where he would 
shoot or pass back to Kelly. 


Ma 
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Max Drees had a soft drive shot that he practiced five 
minutes or so every day, but used a very few times in a season. 
He drove from a corner, abruptly stopped and popped the ball from 
in front of his face to angle in off the backboard. He thought 
he'd be able to get off this shot before the overcute Jennings 
got his arms up. 

It worked. Max knew it would. The ball went between Jennings'* 
arms, kissed the backboard and sung through the chorts. 

The New Yorkers had a few seconds to get one or two shots 
at the basket but the ball bounded off Jennings' legs and the 
game ended with players-of both teams scrambling theirsarms 
and legs around the floor like crabs. 

Max shambled off to meet the reporters. "A real nothing 
widing he croaked to coach Popkin. 


"Lousiest game I ever'saw, but you end up a goddamm hero," 


JR Rapaiemopecivesd . 
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fierce concentration of a peasant carrying on some incom- 


prehensible riterand—though he approved of their end;—he 


—— found the proeesses_an-affronts—And-new, her quick-flicking 


steel file brought something cold into his favorite room. 
"William," she shot out, "let's talk! Let's talk about 
anything," sieqeeeted Her blond head jerkSde upe William 
sighed. Talk, to Lois, was something one had to invent in 
order to, as she so often pleaded,"have a talk." He sighed 
again, exhaling smoke into the pumpkin light. 
Lois hugged her knees. "About your book then," she 


ventured, “what you're reading? Is it very complicated? 


What's it ab a William starte ee 

ma cite gee re 

ss 5" he ut ed into the 2 566. new methods." 

"Oh." 

"Yes." \ } aa ~ “ ee 
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"Well is it about... ciauring: tke mines or something like 
that?" Was she trying to be funhy? She got up and approached 
closer, settling down as quietly as possible a few feet in 
front of William. 


"You know," peered William down at her, az patting the 
\, open book in his lap, "this fellow i apenenitied correct." _ 


my a couple of puffs and Wis forehead wrinkled. ee 
Jdluta ul 
"There is ‘a, well abe pes ie one would have to label it a } TES 47 
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revolution in bie 
"Good. 
"Yes. Uh, what is good?" 
"What you said." ~ 
"Just how do you know itis good?" 


"Because you said it was." 


